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About the Book


Nice guys always finish last, and Coby Epstein is sick and tired of being last. After his boyfriend dumps him, Coby vows to take it slow and not jump into another relationship, no matter what his ninety-five-year-old great aunt says. When Coby sees his ex has moved on, he goes on a series of disastrous first dates and swears off men, determined to be alone. His best friend disagrees and finds the “perfect man” for him online and arranges a date. The only problem? Coby has no idea what she’s done.

Since childhood, Eli Kaplan has been his father’s greatest disappointment, a fact he’s reminded of at every opportunity. For years, he’s struggled with the knowledge that dating women doesn’t work for him. A late-night confession to his brother changes everything and Eli realizes, maybe, just maybe, he can come out, find himself, and find love. Eli takes the plunge and creates a profile on a dating website, not knowing what to expect. One night he chats with an intriguing man, and despite his nervousness, they arrange to meet for coffee. No big deal. They’ll probably never see each other again.

On the day of their first date, nothing could surprise Coby and Eli more than to discover that they live in the same apartment building, on the same floor. In a city of eight million people, coincidences don’t get crazier than that. But as the two men begin to weave their lives together with cautious optimism and hope for a future, they find an even greater thread holding their families together—one born from the ashes of a final solution that couldn’t destroy their ancestors’ courage, leaving scars that remain almost a century later. Past lives torn apart can be pieced together by a future no one could have ever imagined, where love is more than fate or coincidence. It’s meant to be.


Dedication


For my mother and the family she left behind.


Acknowledgments


Thank you to Keren Reed for giving me guidance to dig deeper to write the best story I can. To Hope and Jess from Flat Earth Editing, thank you as always for those checks and rechecks and re-rechecks. You guys are the best. To Dianne from Lyrical Lines Proofreading, thank you for your keen eye. And one day we will visit some of the restaurants I’ve written about.

And to my wonderful readers, thank you, thank you for taking the time to read my books. You’ve made my dreams come true over and over again.


Author Note


The initial premise of the book came to be because my daughter’s best friend’s boyfriend broke up with her. After a few months of moping around, her roommate decided to fix her up without her knowledge from a dating site. What transpired is one of those stories that you have to say couldn’t possibly happen in a city as big as New York City.

And yet it really did. And so I thought I’d write a fun, meet-cute book.

But as I wrote Coby and Eli’s story they took over. They had a story they wanted to tell. Their story was more than a simple coincidence. Their story was written in the stars and began long ago in a small town in Poland (or Ukraine, depending on what year it was).

The area Coby’s great-aunt and her family were from is based on the town and surrounding areas my mother came from. The small village was called Datyn, the larger town was Kamen-Kashirskiy and the hub, where Tante Fay and her sister Rose would’ve left by train was Kovel (or Kowel). These cities are all still present today, although there are very few, if any Jews likely living there.

When the war broke out, the Jewish population of these villages and towns were wiped out by the German and Polish forces. In total, over three million Polish Jews-over 90% of the Jewish population of Poland-were killed in the Holocaust. I found out these and many other details on the website Jewishgen.org.

The story you will read is fiction but many of the things that happened to Coby’s family happened to my mother’s family. Her brother was taken away by the police and the family never saw him again. I never knew any of them as they were all killed, but I wanted to try and give a little bit of hope and a happy ending to such a terrible time in history.

And no, the best friend didn’t have a happy ending with the guy she met on the blind date, but she is happy with someone else.
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THE COINCIDENCE


By
FELICE STEVENS


Coincidences are the scars of fate.


– Carlos Ruiz Zafon


CHAPTER ONE


Coby

“Oh look, Coby. He’s cute.”

My best friend, Addie, flipped her long red ponytail over her shoulder and beckoned me to the computer. For the past hour she’d been trolling the singles dating sites, looking—as she so prettily put it—to “hook me up and get me off.” How someone seemingly so angelic could have such a dirty mind was beyond me, but such was one of the mysteries of life.

I stood by my kitchen counter and twisted open a bottle of tonic water to pour into my vodka. It had been a long-ass day, and I wanted a drink. Or four. It slid down nice and icy-cold, running through my blood, numbing everything in its path. I’d been doing this quite a bit lately, and though I knew it was a bad habit, I couldn’t figure out how to stop. Sometimes not feeling was a hell of a lot better than dealing with the shit I didn’t want to face.

“Ads, come on, I already told you. I’m not ready.”

“Ughhh.” She slammed down the cover of my laptop, and I winced. The damn computer had cost me over a grand, and much as I loved Addie, if she broke it, she was paying for a new one.

“When are you going to get over Sawyer? That dick was such a…a…” Her expressive hands waved in front of her face as she struggled to come up with the right words to demonstrate her loathing of my ex.

“Dick?” I offered with a grin, trying to be helpful. “I think that word best serves him, especially since he was so fond of sharing his with every guy he met.”

“Exactly. Which is why you need to start meeting other men and having lots of hot, raunchy sex. Once you start getting some regularly, he’ll become a distant memory.”

“We were together a whole year. Even if I dated someone else, I couldn’t forget Sawyer so easily.” I put my finger over her open lips. “Nuh-uh-uh. You’ve known me how long? Since I was six. So you know I’ve never been one to go for the sex before commitment. I don’t mind a little foreplay, but…” I shrugged and took another hefty swig of my drink. “I don’t jump into bed on the first date, or even the second.”

“Maybe you should. Let go a little and see how it works out for you. All work and no sex makes Coby a very frustrated boy, I see. All I’m saying is”—Addie widened her eyes at me before opening the laptop again and studying the screen—“lots of guys here are looking for relationships.”

“I don’t know what I want—except I’m enjoying being single.”

“Of course you are. You’re finally free. I don’t know how you put up with a guy like Sawyer for as long as you did. He didn’t act like a boyfriend should.” Her indignant voice rose with each word. “He never wanted to hang out. He only came over when he wanted sex. When you were sick or needed him for anything, he always had an excuse why he couldn’t be there for you. It was always about his needs, not yours.”

“Makes me sound pathetic that I accepted it all.” I sat down next to her on the sofa and leaned my head back on the pillows, studying the ceiling. “But you’re right, I know.”

“Not pathetic.” Her hand rested on my thigh. “Just lonely. You need to find somebody to love who’ll love you back the way you deserve. You need someone to care about you.”

“Simple as that. And you think he’s there on one of those dating sites, right?” I rolled my eyes. “C’mon, you don’t think anyone really ever meets someone that way? It’s for desperados.”

She plucked the glass out of my hand. “Well, I can tell you where he isn’t. He’s not waiting at the bottom of your drink, so you need to stop before this becomes a problem.” She shook my glass. “And what’s so desperate about wanting to find a connection? We live in a huge city, yet we see nobody. Half our time is spent avoiding eye contact, so we don’t make the other person feel nervous. We all want someone to tell us we’re important and loved.”

This was about more than me finding a date. Addie had always said she wasn’t interested in a relationship or marriage, but her words sounded suspiciously like she was having second thoughts on the subject.

“Hey.” I hugged her close and kissed her cheek. “I love you, and you’re important to me. Always and forever. And maybe desperate is the wrong word. What about you? Are you looking to find someone? Maybe?”

Her lashes fluttered against her cheek. “I don’t know. I’m tired too, you know? In my twenties, it was fun to hit up every bar and stay out all night, and God only knows I had some crazy times.”

Recalling her leaning out of a cab in Times Square at four in the morning and lifting her shirt to show her boobs to the crowds, I couldn’t disagree. But I sensed a shift in her mood, so I waited.

“But now? I have my best friend, a great job, and a gorgeous apartment. Maybe it would be nice to come home to someone every night. Have him tell me about his day and talk to him about mine. Maybe…” She pulled away from me, shaking her head. “You’re thinking I’m crazy. I can see it.”

“Stop. Don’t you dare feel embarrassed around me. That ship sailed long ago.”

“I know. It’s not every day a thirteen-year-old girl goes bra shopping with a boy.”

“Let’s not forget those emergency tampon runs in high school, honey.” I blew her a kiss. “It’s helpful having a gay best friend sometimes. We’re not afraid of feminine hygiene products.”

“Oh, Coby.” Snorting with laughter, she fell back and collapsed in my lap. “I do love you.”

I stroked her hair. “I know, baby. I love you too. Now show me some of the guys you’ve been looking at for yourself. We’ll find you a live one. Someone I approve of.” I picked up the laptop.

She wiped her eyes and snuggled next to me. “Is that how it’s going to go?”

“You know it, honey. ’Cause it’s all about me. If he’s going to become part of your world, then he needs to fit in mine.” My personal life might suck, but I knew what Addie needed. Someone strong enough to be with a capable, fearless woman like her. I perused the lists, discarding one after the other until I came upon a picture.

“Him.” I clicked on his profile. “Contact him.”

The guy I chose was ten years older, but that didn’t matter. Addie always went for older guys. It was the eyes that did it for me. And the smile he directed toward the huge dog virtually sitting in his lap. Both were genuine and open, and I could see the spark of interest when she studied him.

“Oh, God.”

“What? What’s wrong? He’s perfect.”

“He’s a dentist.”

“Yeah? And?” I grinned and poked her. “Free oral exams.”

“Jerk,” she muttered but continued to read. “I guess he’s okay.”

“Okay? He’s hot, has his own business, and lives in the city. Plus he likes animals.”

“Maybe he has a gay best friend too.” She nudged me. “We could double-date.”

“Ads,” I said sharply, shooting her a warning glare. “Please.” I gentled my tone. “Let me be. Give me a chance to get over what was.”

[image: * * *]

Later that night, after Addie messaged the guy—David was his name—and they chatted for an hour, I wandered about my living room, straightening up, and found myself, as I often did, gazing out the window at the glittering skyline. It was one of the reasons I bought the apartment a year ago, over Sawyer’s objections that “No one lives in the Financial District. It’s dead after dark.”

I liked that it was quiet here. I didn’t need to live among the nighttime hustle around the trendy clubs, nor the boutiques during the day. I had enough of the latter at work. I wanted my home to be a little getaway. A haven. Against my better judgment and the promise I made not only to myself but to Addie, I had another drink, hoping to soothe the ache inside me. No matter that I told Addie I needed time to forget Sawyer and be by myself. I lied. I hated being by myself. I didn’t need tons of hours spent in introspection. I knew my failings very well, thank you.

I took a sip and felt woozy from the vodka. “Enough,” I said out loud, if only to stop all the damned silence from echoing around me. I picked up the remote. With the television turned to something reality and banal, I felt better, as if Andy Cohen were really in my apartment, having a drink.

If only.

The phone rang, and after searching for it and finding it under a fluffy pillow on the sofa, I hit the button.

“Hi, Ma.”

“Oh, Coby, how are you?” My mother always sounded as though I caught her in midsentence, even though she’d called me.

“I’m good. How’s everyone?” I got a chill. “Tante Fay? She’s okay?”

My grandmother’s sister, my mother’s only surviving relative, was going to be ninety-five and lived with my mother. Tante Fay had helped my mother after my father’s unexpected death.

“She has a heart like a lion.” My mother chuckled. “I should be as healthy.”

“Give up the stress, and you will be.”

This was a never-ending battle between us—she wanted me settled and married, and I wanted her to scale back from her high-stress job as a hospital administrator. I thought after my father’s heart attack she would’ve learned her lesson and slowed down, but I was wrong. If anything, she buried her grief over his early death in even more work.

“I was checking to make sure you remember that the lunch on Saturday is a special occasion. Even though she isn’t really sure she wants to, we’re going to celebrate Tante’s birthday.”

“I have it in my calendar and picked out something special for her.”

“I’m sure she’ll love it. So, um…” She hesitated, and my heart squeezed, knowing what she was about to say.

“No, Mom. He isn’t coming. As a matter of fact, Sawyer and I broke up last week. I was going to tell you when we were face-to-face so I could see and hear your joy.”

My mother hated Sawyer. Hated him with a passion she reserved for criminals who preyed on the young and defenseless.

“Thank God. You know I don’t like faking it, and it killed me to hold it in the infrequent times I saw you with him. I’m glad you finally dumped him.”

“Well, to be honest, he dumped me.”

“That bastard.” She swore on an exhalation of disgust and anger. “How dare he.”

“Mom, you’re not making any sense.” I picked up my glass, then set it down deliberately. Time to wean myself off the booze. “Who cares how it happened? I’m better off. I know it now.”

“There are some very nice guys at the hospital I can fix you up with. I’ve had my eye on a few I think would be perfect. I’ve been waiting for you to give me the green light.”

How my mother could know what was perfect for me when even I didn’t have a clue was beyond me, but I listened to her rattle off names, weights, heights, and specialties for a minute before cutting her off.

“Ma. Take a breath. It’s not happening. I-I need a break. Some time to be by myself and see why I’m always choosing the wrong guy.”

“I’ve told you. You need to value yourself. You’re so busy doing for others that you don’t ever put yourself as number one.”

“I think someone taught me that the greatest gift you can give is yourself.” With the phone tucked between my neck and shoulder, I went into the kitchen to rinse out my glass, then hit the speaker button to free my hands. “Tante Fay told me how growing up they never refused a stranger to their table, no matter how little they had.”

“And look where it got them.” My mother grew up with the stories about her mother and aunt’s life in “the old country,” and they were repeated at our dinner table as well. “They barely escaped with their lives, and their village disappeared. How she managed to keep that positive attitude after losing her whole family is beyond me.”

“She’s special, I guess. But I don’t want to change. I like who I am.”

“I love who you are. But you get taken advantage of because you’re too nice.”

“Ouch. Being called nice by you sounds like the kiss of death.”

“Don’t be silly.” She laughed. “Mothers are supposed to embarrass their grown children. But there’s a reason for the old saying, ‘Nice guys finish last.’ ”

“Look. I’m not that nice. I just need to reprioritize and not want someone just because they say they like me.”

“And don’t jump into a relationship right away. Date. Have some fun. You’re still young.”

“Gee, thanks, Ma. Nice to know my life’s not over because I’m in my thirties. I was ready to take up knitting, buy some Depends, and get a cat.”

“Coby,” she said with a warning in her voice. “Don’t be so fresh.”

“I’m sorry. But I’m going to take it easy on dating for a while. Get myself organized. See what I really want.”

“Maybe that’s the best idea yet. You’re good-looking, smart, and have a great job. Any man would be lucky to have you.”

My annoyance with her vanished. I couldn’t stay mad at someone who’d never been anything but my biggest cheerleader. I remembered being sixteen and scared to tell her and my father I was gay. For weeks I’d practiced how to say the words. I’d even packed a bag in case they told me to leave. Not that I’d thought they would, but I’d heard the stories. When the time finally came and we sat across from each other at the table, I shook and sweated and almost puked with fear. Once I told them, they looked at each other, and my mother said, “We love you, Jacob. Who you love isn’t going to change that.”

And from that moment on, I was never scared to be me again.

“Thanks, Mom. Thanks for always being on my side.”

“You’re my child. On your side is always where I’m going to be.”

We said our good-byes, and I clicked off the call, then took my phone with me to the bedroom to get ready to go to sleep. After I brushed my teeth and changed into a pair of boxers, I slid under the sheets and stared into the dark. My phone buzzed with a text, and when I picked it up, I smiled. It was from Addie.

Dr. David messaged me again. We’re going out tomorrow night. Thanks for pushing me. And for being my BFF. I love you.

Love you too. Glad it’s working out.

Talk tomorrow.

I sent a thumbs-up and turned off the ringer. Much as I talked about wanting to be my own person, I hated sleeping alone. I loved cuddling next to a man under the covers and feeling his arms around me. Sawyer had hated cuddling. Said it made him too warm. That I smothered him. I should’ve seen the signs.

I heaved out a sigh and closed my eyes.


CHAPTER TWO


Eli

“Yo, Eli. Over here.”

I entered the dimly lit bar to see my court-officer buddies already at a table in the back. With a wave, I acknowledged them and wove my way through the happy-hour crowd to the group of six guys I’d been meeting every Friday for the five years I’d been working at Brooklyn Supreme Court.

“Damn. This place is hopping tonight. What’re they doing, giving it away? Thanks, Mario.” I took the bottle of Bud my best friend handed me. It tasted cold and woke me up a little. The humidity outside was killer, and I was sure I’d sweated through my T-shirt, but that didn’t stop our waitress, Micki, from slipping her arm around my shoulder and planting a kiss on my cheek.

“Hey. I wasn’t sure you were coming.”

“Me either, but I’m here now.”

Micki and I went out a few times, but there were no sparks. At least on my side. She had a rocking body, long, silky dark hair, and big brown eyes. I knew at least three guys at the table who would’ve given various parts of their bodies to be with her, but no matter how hard I tried, it wasn’t ever going to happen.

“Glad to see.” She peered at my face more closely. “You okay?”

“No different than usual.”

Her lips tickled my ear. “I can turn that frown upside down.” The tip of her tongue touched my ear, and I knew I should be turned-on, but all I wanted to do was pull away.

“I-I’m sorry.” Micki and I, we had the type of friendship where I knew I could be honest. “Are you gonna punch me if I say, ‘It’s not you, it’s me’?”

“Nah.” She kissed my cheek again and gave it a pat. “Guess I should listen to what you’re not saying, huh?”

“C’mere, Micki, baby. I’ll show you a good time.” Robinson, the tall, burly redhead with laughing blue eyes, patted his knee.

I knew he had a massive crush on her, so I whispered back to her, “He’s been dying to go out with you for months. Robinson is a great guy.”

She eyed him speculatively, and with a nod, gave him a brilliant smile. “I bet you will, big guy. Lemme get to work, and we’ll talk later.” With a swing of her hips, she walked away while the guys pounded Robinson on the back, congratulating him.

I sipped my beer, not joining in. Mario, who worked with me at the front of the courthouse, hitched his chair closer.

“What’s wrong? You look out of it. Have for the past few weeks.”

“I dunno. Just in a funk, I guess.”

“Maybe you should go out with Micki. A woman like that can take your mind off your problems.” He scooped up a handful of the free popcorn the bar put down.

I took a sip of beer instead of answering right away. More and more lately, I’d been feeling restless and keyed up. Edgy. I knew I needed to take that first step toward admitting I was attracted to guys. For too long I’d been unsure and afraid to come to terms with who I was and what I wanted. Not that I had my head screwed on completely straight at the moment, but my inner self had come to the conclusion that being with a woman was never going to be the right way for me. Now I had to figure out how to move from that hidden place in my head to real life while being scared to death.

“Guess I’m not feeling it.”

“At least five women here are giving you the eye right now. Walk on over and say hi. I bet you’d get lucky and get a number.” Mario’s white smile gleamed bright.

“Not that simple, my man.”

“Well, then have another one. It’s the weekend. Time to relax.” Mario plucked another bottle out of the bucket on the table and set it in front of me. “Two blessed days of doing nothing and no one telling you what to do.”

There he was wrong. “I gotta go see my family on Sunday.”

Sympathy rose in Mario’s eyes. “Oh. Well, then you definitely need more to drink.”

My smile thinned. “You can say that again.”

It would be another day of comparisons with my younger brother. The one they were proud of. The son who’d made it. Darren had gone to a top-ten university, graduated from a prestigious law school, and his first job out of school had been with an international law firm. He was the one making a bazillion dollars at the Park Avenue law firm where he was on track to make partner, and he’d bought his second home—this time in Montauk. He was also the one with the beautiful wife and two children. Even their fucking dog was gorgeous.

And there was the kicker. I loved my brother, and he loved me. Fiercely. We hated how our father pitted us against each other as he’d always done since we were little. Against all odds, Darren and I had a great relationship. He never put me down and always had my back. I loved his wife, Isabel, too. She was funny and sweet, even if she was forever trying to set me up with her girlfriends.

Part of my father’s problem with me was my job. He couldn’t understand how I was satisfied being a court officer. “Glorified security guard,” he called me under his breath or behind my back when he thought I couldn’t hear.

But I heard. I heard every word. “Underachiever” was his favorite.

Mario added, “Don’t let him bully you, Eli. You love what you do, and you’re good at it. Did you tell your father you got a commendation for subduing that prisoner and saving the courtroom from a potential hostage situation?”

“Yeah,” I said tightly. “He responded, ‘That’s nice.’ ”

“Nice? What the fuck, man?” Mario sputtered, and I had to smile at his outrage on my behalf.

“I’ve told you before. My old man doesn’t give a shit about my job, or even me. I wasn’t the golden child. I didn’t do as well in school as my brother, so he wrote me off, except to sling digs at me whenever he can.”

“Well, when you pass the sergeant exam and get promoted, he can’t do that no more.”

“Results aren’t out yet. I don’t know if I’ll pass.”

“I know you will.” I could always count on Mario’s support. We’d met on our first day of work and had clicked in that indefinable way you did with some people you knew were destined to be important in your life. I was lucky he wanted to hang with me, because I had no idea what I brought to the friendship table. Mario was all smiles and light to my dark and brooding ass. “The Angel and the Devil,” they called us in the courthouse.

“From your mouth, as they say.” We clinked bottles, and my eye caught a guy passing the table on his way to the restroom. His bright-blue T-shirt clung to the dips and curves of his biceps, and I could see the points of his nipples poking through the thin fabric. A nice set of shoulders tapered down to a narrow waist. I swallowed hard, watching his ass move in jeans so tight, I could see every bulge. A rush swept through me, and I drank down my entire beer in one gulp and reached for another. It’s going to be a long night, I thought as I cracked open the beer. “One more and then I’d better go. Don’t want to deal with a hangover all day Saturday, then spend Sunday with my parents.”

“You and Darren gotta learn to stand up to him, man. A bully only gets away with things if they sense a weakness.”

True. Mario hadn’t even met my old man, yet he knew the type of person he was. “I don’t need my brother fighting my battles for me. He’s got a family and kids to be with. I’m a big boy. I can take it.”

The look he shot me, full of disbelief and sympathy, twisted my gut. I needed to leave. I had no desire to be in this bar, surrounded by people, pretending to be someone I wasn’t. I downed the rest of my beer.

“I gotta go.” I stood, extracted my wallet from my jeans pocket, and pulled out a few bills. “I’ll see you all on Monday.” I tossed the money on the table, and wails of protest rang out from the other guys, but I waved them off and hurried away, anxious to escape Mario’s sorrowful dark eyes.

It took less than fifteen minutes on the train to get to my apartment in downtown Manhattan, and when I walked into my sanctuary, I could finally breathe. This was the one place I could be myself, with no prying, judgmental eyes.

I loved my apartment. On my salary alone I could never have afforded it, and I’d rather eat hot nails than ever ask my father for money, but thanks to Darren’s wizardry with investing, the money I received from my bar mitzvah had been parlayed into enough for me to put a hefty down payment on this tiny studio. I didn’t mind that everything flipped, folded, or slid in somewhere else. It was my own space. Most of the residents were young singles in their late twenties to late thirties, and my sister-in-law, Isabel, couldn’t believe I hadn’t met anyone yet. Our weekly conversations ended with her urging me to “go, do, see.” I told her she should start her own matchmaking service, and with an arch of her brow, she laughed and squeezed my arm, then said, “Only if you’ll be my first client.” That shut me down pretty damn quick.

Once the locks were engaged, I opened the blinds to the beautiful river view—the main reason for purchasing this place. I could get three hundred and fifty square feet of living space at less than half the price somewhere else, but I wanted some beauty in my life, and for me, in the city, that meant the river. Endless, dark, quiet, it spoke to me like nothing else.

My phone buzzed, and for the first time that night, I could genuinely smile.

“Hey, bro. What’s shaking?”

“Nothing much. Just checking in before Sunday. Want to make sure we arrive at the same time so neither of us has to suffer alone.”

If it was hard for me to be held up to Darren’s golden standard, it wasn’t a piece of cake for my brother. At each get-together, my father grilled him on his work and what he’d accomplished that month. If my father could assign cases and ask Darren to brief him like he used to do with his law students, I’m sure he would.

“Okay. Let’s synchronize watches so we both show up there at twelve on the dot.” I checked out the face of the new Apple watch Darren had given me for my birthday last month.

“Sounds perfect. Oh, and someone wants to say hi.”

I waited, wondering if it was going to be my nephew, Oliver, or the little one, two-year-old Mindy, who was destined to break hearts with her huge baby-blue eyes and curly strawberry-blonde hair. Unfortunately, it was neither Oliver nor Mindy.

“Eli? How are you? Ollie wants to say hi, but I took the phone first.”

I rolled my eyes, mentally shifting gears into why-Eli-isn’t-out-on-a-date-on-Friday-night mode. “Izzy, how are you? I’m good.”

“Me? I’m terrific. I spent the afternoon cleaning up after a bunch of ravaging four-year-olds destroyed my house, and then Mindy decided to forget she was potty-trained. Let’s say it wasn’t pretty, and we may need new carpeting on the stairs.” All this was said with unflagging good humor, and I laughed along with her. Isabel had decided not to go back to work after she had Oliver, and I knew she adored every moment of her chaotic life. “But what about you? It’s eight o’clock on a Friday night in the city, and you’re home? Tell me you at least went out on a date this week.”

And there it was. “Izzy,” I said, figuring out ways in my head to kill my brother for not intercepting his wife. “I’m not looking.”

“But that’s the best time to find someone. And why not? You’re perfect—tall, have a killer body, and possess that dark, angsty look women love.”

In the background I heard my brother yell, “Hey, hello. Husband sitting right here.”

I couldn’t help but laugh out loud. “When I’m ready, you’ll be the first to know.”

“Liar,” she said cheerfully. “But I’m never going to stop trying. You shouldn’t be alone. It’s not good for you. But we’ll talk about it
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